above it. Some hundreds of yards further on he
debouched upon a heathy waste. Men had been cut-
ting wood there, and the trunks of trees still lay upon
the ground, their foliage withered. He had to step
over one of these which lay across the road. Coarse
grass grew all round, out-topping the log.

The silence, scored with the sounds of falling
acorns or a few dead leaves, gave him an uncomfort-
able feeling.

This place'll certainly be the death of me. Then,
suddenly, he heard something moving quickly. It
must be a wild animal! Where would it break from
cover? But once again silence fell. Leaves fluttered
down upon him as he walked. The bottoms of his
trousers were already soaked, and he could feel the
water seeping through the stuff. The sound of quick
movement came again, like silk being torn, accom-
panied by a noise of galloping. Beside the road a little
fire was smouldering. It was comforting to have a
smoky flame for company in the absence of a human
fellow-traveller. About him was the smell of rotting
wood. The twigs under the expiring fire creaked and
crackled. There was a little heap of glowing wood-
ash, but nobody was near. An old haversack lay .upon
the ground. Soon the wood began again, but denser
than before.

He must press on through the oncoming of dark-
ness, though a little light still lingered. The forest lay
like a weight upon his back. He turned up the collar
of his wind-cheater. What a nonsensical idea it had
been to play this wretched "return of the prodigal"
game! How much better it would have been to
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